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COX AT THE CLOSE

SUCH flurries as that just recounted come naturally to
most artists, though Cox's were of the mildest. On the
other hand, there were times when he knew how to
make a stand. An earnest churchgoer himself, and one
who paid respect 'to all religious observances', he
happened to notice some clever but irreverent carica-
tures  with  which  certain  irresponsible  young  artists  had
desecrated the church porch and lych-gate at Bettws. Cox saw
them and grew as nearly angry as he was capable of being.
('I am the Resurrection and the Life' . . . ).

'My goodness!' ejaculated Cox. "What will these poor
people think of us, who are supposed to be men of education,
and to know what is right and proper? How much must it shock
them to see sacred persons and things ridiculed and made fun
of! And this done upon the wall of the church itself, and
done, too, by one of us, who ought to have set a better example'!
That night at the 'Oak,1 he called for a volunteer, set out with
lanthorn, brush and water, and effaced the 'vile things.' And
added Cox: 'If anybody should ask who rubbed them out, tell
him I did!' There were no takers, so back went old David Cox
to his evening's modest entertainment in a gentler mood.

Poverty he had known, and struggle and bitter grief, but
even in these he had seen God's mercy.
'I am the Resurrection and the Life'.

He had known it when in the autumn of 1849, a girl named
Roberts, related to the landlord of the 'Oak,' died and was
buried, after the North Welch fashion, in the evening. In the
foreground of the picture he made of it,* and at the tail of the
long procession of cloaked mourners wending their way along
the stone-walled road towards Bettws Church midst the rising
mists and the setting sunshine, is the figure of a man with a
crape band flowing from his hat. It is Cox himself. 'You must
not think that those are common field flowers', explained the
artist to someone. 'Oh, no! they are poppies symbolical of
the sleep of death.'
In sooth, he himself was not so far from that sleep. His health

* There are several versions of "The Welsh Funeral': the original water colour (1850) is
n the Manchester Whitworth Institute.
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